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Falling on Dead Ears 


Author's Notes: 
For SEE. 


| listened to your song the other day; the only legacy you've left behind. Beauty and pain so neatly etched into 


shiny silver grooves emitting memories into this brain..a brain that hurts to think of you. 


How could you do it? How could you pull the trigger? Did you feel that all was gone? Your ambitions and 


dreams were no longer enough to fuel the fire in your eyes... 


Your eyes, my favorite piece of you. | see them sometimes, reflected on strangers, like shattered windows 
longing for shutters to hide their view. Shutters-a gun, a bullet, a finger to coax it back. Cold metal, steel 
against a temple | wanted so much to kiss; hazel eyes once jumping with child-like happiness, alternating with 
deep furrowed sorrow, now cold, lifeless, opaque; honey-colored hair that | once touched, now soaked in red.. 


blood seeping onto the carpet that gave you your final embrace. 


A bullet is not an anesthetic. | wish | could have been there to tell you that. I'm sure someone did; only you 


didn't listen... 


So here | am. So many years have passed. | have to wonder why it is that | still hold on to you, your 
memory... That day at the store when | tried to play it casual, like | was looking for a costume. You must have 
felt like you were always wearing a costume, a mask, pretending to be something that you weren't. Is that how 
it went? But you weren't there, or you were hiding in the back. Maybe you were too embarrassed to have me 
see you that way, broken, beaten down, selling vintage clothes and funny faces-no longer the rising star and 
next big thing. That didn't matter to me. With you it never did. Your friend..well, he was someone else and my 
motives with him were wrong. | only took what he gave me because | thought you didn't care..and then it 


brought us closer together. 


Maybe you never sensed it at all.maybe you always knew..that when | saw you, | saw you, and not the 
warmth of a stage spotlight..and not the dollar signs you thought you'd have. | saw a boy, a beautiful boy that 
wanted so much to live his dream..and to be loved..and to all the people who knew you, you were that-you 


were living a dream..and my God, how you were loved.how you're still loved... 


Remember that day at the rehearsal complex? You were writing that song. You needed a verse, something to 
rhyme with "My father always told me, Son" | hesitantly spoke up. | said, "Look both ways before you run" 
Knowing what | know now, | kick myself, because what | should have said was, "Beautiful boys should never play 
with guns". 


